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that tremendous problem of the Monster and the Su-
perman). Neither must I forget to tell you how de-
lighted I was to come across your name in the dedica-
tion of Monsieur Paul Bourget's last novel. But I do
not like the book. Monsieur B. will never succeed in
giving a convincing account of a physiological cavity
in the breast of a fellow creature (a phenomenon
of this sort is for him merely quelque chose d'o/r*
bitraire from which it is to be hoped his delicate taste
will henceforward keep him aloof. But it would seem
that Dostoiewsky's spirit allows this Parisian novelist
no peace?) And now, dear sir, please be patient with
me and permit me to hand you two of my books that
have just appeared in a new edition. As you must
know I am an anchorite and do not concern myself
over much about readers or about being read. And
yet ever since I was in my twenties (I am now forty-
three) I have never lacked distinguished and ex-
tremely loyal individual readers (these have always
been old men), among them, for instance, I reckon
Richard Wagner, the old Hegelian Bruno Bauer, my
honoured colleague Jakob Burckhardt, and that Swiss
poet, Gottfried Keller/ whom I regard as the only
living German poet. I should be most deeply gratified
if I could also count the Frenchman whom I most
admire among my readers.

I am very fond of these two books of mine. The
first, "The Dawn of Day," I wrote in Genoa at a
time when I was most seriously ill and in. very great
pain, I had been given up by the doctors, death was

*The "well-known Swiss novelist.